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[ N° LXXXvV. } Saturday, Sept. 16. 1786. 


Non adeo inbumano ingenio fum, Cherea, 


Neque tam imperita, ut quid amor valeat nefciam, TER. 


ie 19 7 HY,” fays one of my correfpondents, who writes in 


a fair Italian hand, and fubfcribes herfelf Jmoinda, 
“ Why have you fo little of Love in the Lounger?” I anfwer, 
becaufe there is fo little of it in the world. ‘‘ Love,” fays an 
author, who is probably of Imoinda’s acquaintance, “ Love, the 
“* paffion moft natural to the fenfibility of youth, has loft the 
* plaintive dignity he once poflefled, for the unmeaning fimper 
“ of a dangling coxcomb; and the only ferious concern, that of 
** a dowry, is fettled even among the beardlefs leaders of the 
** dancing-fchool *.” It is undoubtedly true, that our young 
men now-a-days begin very early to fee the propriety of ming- 
ling in love-affairs the utile dulcz; which may be tranflated, that 
they think fully as much of the fortune as of the Lady. 

The prefent age, amid{ft all its acquirements and all its polifh, 
has loft a good deal of that fpirit of gallantry, and delicate re- 
{pect for the ladies, which former times pofleiled. If we trace 
the hiftory of their power, from the days of chivalry and ro- 
mance down to the prefent lefs heroic times, we fhall find it gra- 
dually declining, till now that there is little more than a mere 
fovereignty of form, but fcarce any thing of the empire of fenti- 
ment remaining. 

The prevailing rage for Play, which is almoft the only amufe- 
ment (if it may not rather be called a bufinefs) which interefts 
the fafhionable world, has perhaps, of all circumftances, the 
moft direct and powerful tendency to level the fupremacy of the 
fex, and to ftifle the feelings of refpectful and delicate affection, 
Befides that the paffions it excites are of that ungentle kind which 
“© {care the little loves,” there is, at a Whift or a Pharaoh table, a 
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fort of bufinefs and money-tranfaction with the ladies, which 
neceflarily abates the prerogative of fex, and aboliihes that 
humble homage which they were wont to claim, which we were 
flattered to pay. 

In the intercourfe of ordinary life, the late founder of a fchool 
of politenefs recommended a certain indifference or nonchalance 
of manner, as the characteriftic of a well-bred man, The fyftem 
has fince his time flourifhed and prevailed in a moft extenfive 
degree; and, like all other fyftems that war on nature, has been 
carried a good deal farther by the difciples, than it is probable 
their mafter intended. “ Nous avons change tout cel.,” fays the 
Mock-Doélor of Mohere, when his patient’s father ventured to 
fuppofe that the heart lay on the left fide of the body. The fine 
eentleman ot Lord Cheflerfiell as made a change ftill greater ; 
the heart is {truck out of his anatomy altogether. 

Nor is it only in the reforts of fafhionable, or of diffipated life, 
that Love has loft his votariess .In the walk of Letters, in the 
haunts of Meditation, the ftudies of modern times tend alfo to 
exclude his power. The modern difcoveries in natural hiftory, 
and in the mechanical arts; the refearches into the various pro- 
perties of matter, which the chymift and the naturalift have puth- 
ed to fo extraordinary a length, however ufeful to the purpofes of 
lite, are unfavourable to that enthufiafm which formed the lover 
and the poet. The “‘ fhadowy tribes of mind” are much lefs 
cultivated than formerly, Fancy and imagination give place to 
fober reaton, and to certain truth; and the young man who in 
the academic fhades was wont to dream majeftic things, and to 
weave the myrtle garland for his miftrefs, now watches the pro- 
‘gre{fs of experiment, or unravels the maze of demontftration, 
Poetry is almoft extinguifhed among us; and its decline may not 
unfairly be fuppofed to hold an equal pace with that of love, and 
to proceed from caufes of a fimilar kind, 

Of all the “penfive cares of life,” none has a greater tendency 
to purify and exals the mind, than thofe of a delicate and vir- 
tuous love. The infpiration of its melancholy foars above the 
grofinels of vice, afd the meannefs of worldly and low-thought- 
ed care. !ts tender diltrefles humanize and foften the heart; and 
the hope or the pride of its more fortunate ftate is the {trongett 
incentive to great and noble atchievements, 

I have been led into this train of refleCtion, from the perufal 
of an elegant little Poem, with which I was lately favoured by 
an unknown correfpondent, My readers, I*am perfuaded, will 
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hold themfelves indebted to me for its infertion. The Mufe of 
later times, like a beauty in thé days of her. decay, has been in 
ufe to trick herfelf out in artificial ornaments, to load her lan- 
guage with epithet, and to twift her expreflion with inverfions, 
The verfes of my correfpondent are free from that defeét; he 
breathes the artlefs fentiments of ingenuous love, and clothes them 
in a fuitable fimplicity of language. 


ODE to a LADY going abroad. 


I. 
FAR, far from me my Dela goes, 
And. all my pray’rs, my tears, are vain; 
Nor fhall 1 know one hour's repofe, 
Till Delia blefs thefe eyes again. 


Companion of the wretched, come, 
Fair Hope! and dwell with me a while; 
Thy heavenly prefence gilds the gloom, 
While happier {cenes in profpect {mile, 


Oh! who can tell what Time may do? 
How all my forrows yet may end? 
Can fhe reject a love fo true? 
Can Delia e’er forfake her friend ? 


Unkind and rude the thorn is feen, 
No fign of future fweetnefs fhows ; 

But time calls forth its lovely green, 
And fpreads the blufhes of the rofe. 


Then come, fair Hope, and whifper peace, 
And keep the happy {cenes in view, 

When all thefe cares and fears fhall ceafe, 
And Delia blefs a love fo true, 


Il. 
Hope, fweet deceiver, ftill believ’d, 
In mercy fent to footh our care: 
Oh! téll. me, am I now deceiv’d, 
And wilt thou leave me to defpair? 


Then 
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‘Then hear, ye Powers, my earneft pray’r, 
This pang unutterable fave; 

Let me not live to know defpair, 

But give me quiet in the grave! 


Why fhould I live to hate the light, 

Be with myfelf at conftant ftrife, 
And drag about, in nature’s fpite, 
An ufelefs, joylefs, load of life? 









But far from her all ills remove, 
Your favourite care let Delia be, 
Long bleft in friendfhip, bleft in love, 
And may fhe never think on me, 





Ill. 
But if, to prove my love fincere, 

The fates a while this trial doom; 
Then aid me, Hope, my woes to bear, 
Nor leave me till my Delia come ; 






Till Delia come, no more to part, 
And all thefe cares and fears remove, 

Oh, come! relieve this widow’d heart, 

Oh, quickly come! my pride, my love! 









My Delia come! whofe looks beguile, 

Whofe {mile can charm my cares away; — 
Oh! come with that enchanting fmile, 
And brighten up life’s wint’ry day; 






Oh, come! and make me full amends, 
For all my cares, my fears, my pain; — 

Delia, reftore me to my friends, 

Reftore me to myfelf again, 





EDINBURG H: 
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